AT   HOME
February twenty-fourth, 1919, lopm.

YESTERDAY noon Nick Merrick called up to inquire whether
I could conveniently dine and spend the evening with him
at his country place on Lake Saginack.
It was an unusual request. I had never been invited there
except on a couple of occasions when Nick was having a
large dinner party. When he wants to talk to me about any-
thing, he suggests luncheon at one of the down town clubs.
It wasn't like him to invite me out to his home on such
short notice, and when he added, "There will be no one
else," I concluded that he wished to consult me about some-
thing of importance.
I had made other plans for the evening, but felt that I
owed it to Nick to comply with his request, so I promised
to go. About three he called up again to suggest that I plan
to stay the night and avoid a late drive back to town. I felt
sure then that Nick's confidences promised to be somewhat
extensive.
I had often wondered why he wanted to build that palatial
twenty-room mansion away out there in the country. Mrs.
Merrick was long since dead, and Cliff, too. Maxine was
an inveterate traveller, and when in the States she lived
mostly in hotels and sanatoria. Nick is essentially a city man.
His whole life has been spent in the clatter of big factories
and the amiable buzz of the Columbia Club.
Once I tried to sound hinr> out a little on his pastoral